Jesuatesses

she was still young. She has her secrets that are in prison with
her, but we are not told them, Music does not tell us everything.
That is its mystery, and the secret in the virginal.

The course of Sacred Love would lead us on to examine so
many persons and so many places. What would be appropriate
to this moment are the Gesuati, an order founded by Blessed
John Colombini (1300-67) in the fourteenth century but who
were dissolved by Clement IX in 1669, for the principal reason
that their whole labour was the distilling of liqueurs and per-
fumes. Because of that they had a special nickname. It should
be possible to write a particular study of this honey hive and
its proclivities, a more poetical subject than manual labour, or
than working in the monastic vines. The Jesuatesses, females of
this order, were more ascetic, they were, indeed, the most austere
of all the nuns, being enjoined to fast almost in perpetuity, never
to eat meat, to keep perpetual silence, and, twice a day, to flagel-
late or chastise their bodies. These nuns were in existence, in
Rome, until as late as 1873. Apart from the more obvious regi-
ments of nuns, Carmelites or Franciscans, Poor Clares or Bene-
dictines, there are so many curious divagations. Theatine or
Celestine convey in the sound of their names an indication of the
scene in which they worshipped. In spite of their earlier founda-
tion it would be, generally, architecture of the sixteenth or
seventeenth centuries.

The Discalced Franciscan, or Capuchiness, is to be met with
in our day upon the dusty roads of Italy, in her brown habit,
with sandalled feet, and wearing an immense straw hat with its
wide brims bound down into her wimple. Two by two, and
never singly, they toil upon the long hill leading down, down, to
the town of lilies. We meet them, in April or May, creeping along
the white walls, below banks of blue iris. They are peasants of
the fourteenth century, contemporary in date to the St. George
of Pisanello, in his white hat with its flapping brims and his coat
of lambskin worn above his armour. Cypress and stone pine
stand near the vineyards. Then, as now, there would be the smell
of beanfields in the Tuscan air. Nuns of Camaldoli, Camaldulese,
were a Tuscan invention, found nowhere else, and living in their
hermitages in the high woods of the Casentino. Their foundation
by St. Romuald, a nobleman of Ravenna, as early as the year
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